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I pas, down tlae window on Ills side and. said, as lie sirai^i'fcened en'6, *If yon, 
don't Bd.nd, please do it in the street." 

He ca^ae to the ep^ed window, and I saw he was in nniform, safiarated and 
dripping. 



"I'ffi awfully sorry," he said, suiprisin^y clearly. "It was nice of yon 
to eaU. me. Bat I'm not sick," 

Mfhat's okay, soldier," I replied. "&o ahead and "bring it np. Mm for 
the gutter, but its okay if you hit the car," 

"Tou don't understand, " he pleaded, swaying against and from the door. 
"I'm not sick - well, not the way you think, anyway." He brushed his cap back 
on his head, "I am sick," he sobbed, his large frame quivering, "Hit my sick- 
ness is mental." 



A ciying jag, I thought, and suggested, "Ihy not drop in the drag store on 
the comer and see if they can fix you. up," 

Immediately he smashed his fist down ©a the top edge of the door. It mast 
have hurt, but he didn't flinch. 

"fhey have no medicine for me," he imttered, his tears almost choking 

I suddenly fMt he was, as he said, sick in heart and mind. 

"Why don't you come in the car out of the rain, soldier?" I 'asked. He 
shook his head, a shower falling inside the car. I tried a new tack and proposed 
he come home with me and sleep it off. 
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a MAIIM J" lie shouted a^ain. Eaaai he hurst into tears anew, raised his 
reddened face to look me in the eyes and through the tears streaaing down h1 s 



face he sohhed, «ABd idiat a hell of a mrine I aai|“ 



fhese were not the tears ©f a dninken eiaotion, and I began tb worry. Marines 
^st don* t go bawling thron^t the streets of Washington. He raast have detected 
ay fear, for he assured me *T©u can’t do anything for me. fhere is no medicitte' 



for me.« fhere was a solidness of conviction in his voice. He sounded 



rational. 




By this time I was r 




perplexed. 



He was a queer gay, and a big one. 



well over six feet. He had a qniet and expressive way of peaking , there 
was that strength about him that convinced me he was a good marine, too. Obviously 
well educated, I thought, i I looked up at him again. 



"Tou’ll have to excusje me," he apologized, "but now that I've started I've 
Just ^ot to talk to someonje. I hope I'm not is^sing on you" - I Just shook sy 
head - "fhanks. I've Just got to talk. I'm tortured. I canft find peace of Tnir,^. 
I'm from Montana, Sosh, I love this country and I'm in it by choice. I've been 
all over the world, and I came back because to me (he thuaped the hell out of hia 

chest) its a great country, country, And I want to do something for it. I 
love it." 



He wouldn't let me interr^t him. I wanted to tell him he showed his love 
1^ being a marine. I ^ew a^^iaeis were all volunteers. 

"look at me," he went on, standing back a few steps so I could get a better 
view of his powerful frame, "look at me", and he swept his great arms out, 
flexed his biceps and shook himself, 

"Look at rael'" he commanded, his voice rising in anger. 

"I'm a schoolmarm, that's what," he declared, with snarling content, and 
tremendous sobs racked his body. He laid his head on the door and wept like a 
hysterical girl. 

I felt ineffectual, alnmst fodlish, as I patted him reassuringly on his 




broad back. He looked -op abain, still crying frightfully. It scared me to see 
such a big, strong man; cryiasg and shaking so with his tears. 

"Siji years," he said, pointing to his stripes, "s^ years in the service, axSi 
now I’m a teacher! Why did they have to do this to me ?" 

I tried to tell him that teachers were important today, that green m«aw had 
to be schooled by experioaced saen, but: he would have none of it. So I agate asked 
him to come with me and get some sleep. 

"iri I^’ll be okay by morning," he said. «lo you know what I’ll do at eight 
o’ clock? I walk to the front of the room and tell those kids about volts, and 
aaperes, and resistances. I’ll tell them about telephone lines, how they will 
lose all but 85 percent in the first mile, 67 and a half pweent in the next 
mile" - his voice got flat and e^ressionless, and trailbddoff into sobs and 
incoherence. 

Saddraly he smashed Ms fists against the side of the door# It shook the 
Ttkole ear. Hover had I seen such a powerful rage. I was by now afraid. His 
eyes burned into me. 

"Six years all over tee Pacific," he declared, eE^hasizing each word, "doing 
every Sod-damned teing there is for a marine to do. I know tee Pacific, Chine, 
all tee islands. I know the fleet. Jesus, I know a lot. You know, I didn’t 
have to do tMs; I wanted to," he said, more quietly, as he findly fingered his 
service stripes, "ted what the hell did they do to me. Just listen to this ! 

"Shey gave m» orders, all official and neat, assigning me to teach school. 

B© you see a buddy at my side?" he demanded, suddenly whirling to Ms left. "A 
marine’s gotta have a buddy. B© you see mine? Ho, because he’s not with me." 

"Ihey gave me my orders. I got it bright and early in tee morning. It was 
Becember 7te, Yes, 194f. 

"I was wv he whispered, and Ms frams throbbed with another banst 

of tears. "In Pearl Harbor, and they sent me here." 

Stupidly I tried to e^late that it was necessary and good assignment, an d 
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that probably some day soon he’d gat a coiainission. Bat that enraged him. He 

tossed his head back, cracking it hard against the top of the window frame, d 
ing his cap into sgr lap, I thought he was going to take a poke at me. 



Bat his fary was not directed against me. Poanding the car to en^ihasise 








With a sudden burst of passion he swung and pointed to the West. 
“He’s therci“ he etolaimed, “and if I w«r« a good buddy I»d be there with 
hiuj^ in the SoIomobs^ the liu'shallsg. at ^uaa or in the Philippines. They 
get 19 of ay enq^ny at Crusdaloanal amd 28 on @qmb •> one my hare be^ ^ 
bi^^ • and I feel we’d have gotton more of thm if I had been there, ffodt 
how 1 h at'i tfcaa want to kill thsetl And VATif* » 



how I ludmtfeaft want to kill thestf Ind I’m kept ®vo*ybedy goes exoept &e.“ 

He reaohed in and grabbed aoa aholellg no* hurting se. ^ had trenussduous 
strength^ 

"Can you understand?" 

I shocdt ay head. I did understand. 

"T®tt*Te got to understandt We haT-e to put an end to those bastiU'da 
and their lousy IWsoim* Hhd«r stand?" 

dust then 141 eame downA end she oaae up to the oar. 

"I just want to do ay ^rt," he oentinaed.. “ay du% 4 ^ and th^ wmt let awe 



T hen he saw 141. and 



the deer for h«r. "I just want to do ay 



bitjf" he z^epeatod. 

I inwited him along, hut he said no. and strode off« 
"Mint’s wrong with hi# ". 141 asked ne. 

1 said, a lump la ay throat. "Hothiag." 



"To-a«ve got to uaderstandi We hare to pat an end to these bastards 





It was a g^6stioHy ^'at sjore like a p^nisazid.. 

He stoppe^ shaklBg me aad apologlSred. 

»I»ve got a terriUe pain np /ere.» He nibbed his head. 

/ 

“they keep me here.“ 

"Ton don*t want those ^^ds to he hulletebait, do you?" I asked, hoping 
to convince him. "Ihey^s^e to he trained, and the better their trainii^, 
the better onr chaac^or victory and the better chance they have to live. 

We need ^erieJEiCje^maa to teach them how to—* 

"Hot mej^e shouted, glaring at me. »%■ job is there, out there", his 

long arms j?4i(^iag for the West. 

/ 

I wrong", he asked, his voice getting soft and pleading, "Am I wrong?" 
couldn't hnswer him. 




Just then Lil came down, and she came "Eqo to tiie car. 



"I just want to do ^ part." he continued, "ay duty, and they won't let me 

Ihen he saw lil, and opened the door for her. "I just want to do ay bit," 
he repeated. 

I invited him along, but he said no, and^X strode off, 

"What's wrong with him?". Lil asked me. 



"nothing," I said, a lusap in io^ throat. "lotMng I" 




